Willfuer and Rainer, whom she had only recognised
Krhen they were dressed.
" Rainer 1" she called. " Little monk! Come and
pky the piano. We want to dance."
Down by the river there were murmurings and consul-
tations. Then the chains of the boats clanked. The
departure had been postponed and, a little subdued, they
obeyed the summons.
" Dancing, good lord, dancing!" said Helene and
pinched Rainer's arm. " That's the one thing that has
been missing to-day. A river trip, walking, swimming
and dancing. It's all simply too marvellous to be true.
But you mustn't pky the piano the whole time, Firilei
mine. I want to dance with you, just with you, only with
you."
" Yes, Hele, we'll dance afterwards," he murmured,
and looked thirstily at her lips.
Meier made his best bow to the Frau Professor.
Yvonne set everything going with a few fluttering move-
ments of her musician's hands, and in a moment the
verandah was opened up and Rainer was seated at the
badly timed piano, trying a squeaking pedal. In a moment
the bkck-slanned Samson had white-skinned Friedel in
his arms (" chocokte with whipped cream/* commented
May Kolding), and in a moment the haunting, languorous
notes of a tango set them all in motion. Faces arose from
the garden and were pressed against the glass walls, the
little room filled up, and everybody was infected with
this gaiety. Rainer knew a few dance tunes. The wrong
notes in the bass did not matter, but his rhythm was un-
certain and annoying, and was commented upon in mur-
murs. Meier, very excited and perspiring, danced a kind
of polka with a highly coloured kdy difficult to place.
Kolding in his immaculate motoring clothes danced with
Yvonne, and again with Yvonne, and then, when
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